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tiresome and there will be no change whatever in the status of
the Persian Gulf until the Shah's Government adopts a more
conciliatory attitude.
Once again I entrusted myself, and with complete confidence
and satisfaction, to a small monoplane of the German Junker
service. It was a cold grey dawn and the aerodrome of Teheran
seemed to concentrate the autumn chill on its open space.
There were little delays and we waited for the first signs of day-
light before the pilots and mechanicians began the warming of
the engine after the frost of the night. At last the noisy whirr
of the screw announced that the moment of departure was at
hand. I was glad to climb into the small space of the cabin
where at all events it was warmer than outside. The flight to
Isfahan occupied about two and a quarter hours and was most
enjoyable. The country, it is true, at this time of the year is
burnt up and sear, but the fascination of seeing it from such a
height, and we flew high, was great. The view of Demavend,
away to the north, was superb. The great volcano is marvellously
symmetrical in form and even at this early period of autumn was
clad in snow. We passed high above the holy town of Koum,
the azure dome of its sacred tomb clearly visible and it seemed
a very short time before Isfahan itself, lying in its hill-encircled
plain, appeared. An easy landing, a friend to meet me, a
pleasant drive and the hospitality of the Consul-General was
a happy introduction to this most beautiful and interesting city.
Time has laid its hands very gently upon Isfahan. The city
has slept but has never died. The three centuries and more
that have elapsed since Shah Abbas summoned the architects and
the artists of his realm to create his capital have scarcely marred
his achievement. His reign was the renaissance of Persian art,
its most glorious period.
In its setting Isfahan is fortunate. Walled orchards encircle
the town and a fast-flowing river spanned by two arched bridges
skirts these gardens. All around lies the plain—a desert in
autumn but in spring verdant. On the horizon on all sides rise
rugged mountains, isolated, fantastic in outline, and curiously
metallic in quality. A pleasing harmony of subdued colour
marks the city's surroundings—greys and soft yellows and
delicate pinks—and in October autumn has already touched the
leaves of the fruit trees. But the contrast that nature withholds
Shah Abbas gave, for above the pale plain, above the fading
foliage of the gardens and the flat roofs of the town, rise the

